tilting with the wind sailed boldly overhead on out-
stretched wings.
And every evening, either there or on the beach,
they watched the closing of a day which had not
parted them for a moment. The scenes he evoked
called up others to Catherine, and she suddenly
remembered with extraordinary vividness a certain
July dusk when the sun had seemed to linger on the
horizon's rim longer even than usual. They were sittirjg-
on a low rock still damp from the last wave of the
receding tide. It was nearly nine o'clock, but the day
could not yet decide to die. Behind them, from the
chapel on its smooth grassy mound overlooking the
beach, came the sound of a harmonium and of women's
voices singing a hymn. Now and then the deeper, mas-
culine voice of the priest wrould join in, and the mingled
voices rose together in a gentle, melancholy invocation
in which a thousand aspirations, a thousand prayers
and diverse meanings seemed to echo: involuntarily,
even as she talked of other things, she felt her own
heart joining in in worship... . The bell rang for evening
angelus. And suddenly the sun went down and the
whole sky flushed with rose, illumining with unbe-
lievable splendour the sea and the granite rocks and
the glistening sands where the small pools left by the
tide shone multitudinously in the auroral light, like the
scattered fragments of a broken mirror. She had found
some tiny round pebbles in a cranny of the rock and,
no longer talking now, let them trickle through her
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